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COUNTRY RHYMES 



OLD YOUTH 



There's nothing very beautiful and nothing very gay 
About the rush 'of faces in the town by day, 
But a light tan cow in a pale green mead, 
That is very beautiful, beautiful indeed. . . 
And the soft March wind, and the low March mist 
Are better than kisses in the dark street kissed. . . 
The fragrance of the forest when it wakes at dawn, 
The fragrance of a trim green village lawn, 
The hearing of the murmur of the rain at play — 
These things are beautiful, beautiful as day! 
And I shan't stand waiting for love or scorn 
When the feast is laid for a day new-born. . . 
Oh, better let the little things I loved when little 
Return when the heart finds the great things brittle; 
And better is a temple made of bark and thong 
Than a tall stone temple that may stand too long. 



THE DOOR 

Love is a proud and gentle thing, a better thing to own 
Than all of the wide impossible stars over the heavens blown, 
And the little gifts her hand gives are careless given or taken, 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

And though the whole great world break, the heart of her 

is not shaken. . . 
Love is a viol in the wind, a viol never stilled, 
And mine of all is the surest that ever God has willed ; 
I shall speak to her though she goes before me into the grave, 
And though I drown in the sea, herself shall come upon a 

wave ; 
And the things that love gives after shall be as they were 

before, 
For life is only a small house and love is an open door. 



THE TREE TOAD 

A tiny bell the tree toad has, 

I wonder if he knows 
The charm it is to hear him 

Ringing as he goes. 

He can't have gone the journeys 
He tells me to go on, 

Here in the darkness 

Of the cool, cropped lawn. 

He cannot know the thrill 
Of the soft spring wind, 

Or the wonder, when you walk, 
What will come behind. 
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